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Surprises in Plenty at Grand Central Palace for Visitor!
Who Confesses Lack of Knowledge and Who Went
Through the Show From

By JANE DIXON.
HIS s to be a story about the
T exhibition of the Society af In-
dependent Artists now swing-
Ing along merrily at the Grand Cen-
tral Paluve.

Before delving any deeper into the
siubject it t8 ondy fule that » foreword
shiotld be inserted, Hoere |t is;

1¢ the parent of that ancient wheege

about an honest confession belug g00d | oiind 11

for the eoul has the right dope,

this
|

~w i

rector of the show and begun making
W noise ke w beadliner in vaudeville
wukes up Monday afternocon to
the fact that he s mentioned third on
the bill. The wrong light, the wrong
waee, the wrong nngle—and so on.

To still the guivering nerves of the
superseusitives to the point where they
voult not even peep and at the same
thine give the public 4 square desl wis
the task set before officers and diree-
tors of the Independents. A forcign
diplomat i w wWar country will under-
W position exactls
I"ash of genius'  Why not hiang the

sory ought to get by without calling | etures fn alphanetical order, regand-

forth any vielent yowls of protest rrom
those on the in and in of art. If the
parent was merely pulling w polite
platitude, mavbe trying to horn in on
B conversation with a shot of pristine
patter, then 1 wm sunk. Huving looked
over the painting crowd, the safest bot
FeOis 1o be 1o tuke a chance on the
vonfession, ecause forewunrned is fore-
wrmoed, sl .1fl|-.r bursting right out
futo the truth, nothing 1 say can be
Leld agninst me

Notliing, thut s the word.

nothing abhout

I know
art, My knowledge of
the teclinlqus of plctures could be
printed in headline 1ype on the writing
space of a ploture posteard and not
crowd the space & Hit, All 1 know s
that a picture looks good to me, or that
i loks like & bloomer. In pursuing
this course of picking out a painting,
Just because it happens to look llke
& I've one, T have made so many ar-
tistie faux pas and caused so0 many
shudders to run down the spines of
artistic backs that I no longer venture
&n audible opinfon. T maintain a dig-
nifiad sllence and let the vivisection|sts
™ave, standing aloof whera 1 can cast
eurraptitious glances at the =uhject
which pleases me. Tt Is safer so

Now that we understand each other
we can talle about the Soclety of In-
dependent Artists and the exhilition
At the Grand Central Palace with fin-
punity, and Impunity ian & mighty good
thing to have with you when you are
talting ahaut something you know nas
much ahbout as & cowsllp knows uhout
Luttermilk

Upon entering the sacred portals of
contamporary art mny first move wuxs to
esand out tha 8 O 8 for M. Worth Col-
well. Mr. Colwell {a what the har-
barlan would call the press agent of
the big show, but when we ares up in
the ethereal biue breathing the same
Atmosphera with the inspired we call
It publieity director, which you will
kxres In m wlole lot more classy than
the circus term. If there Is one per-
#on In the world who knows all about
sverything it 1sm a I, A, or as in this
cane, a 1", D. Whatever he doesn't
kn lils  imagination covers wso
adroitly an expert could not detect the
difference. Mr, Colwell agreed he
knew art in general and this exhitl.
tion in particular from A to Z, back-
ward, forward and both ways from the
centra,

That A to Z was quick stuff too, be-
€&use il happens to be the floor plun of
the wiiole . Heretofore
At exhibitions of this character It has
baen necessary to send In anything
from a physiclan to a riot alerm to
auell the clamorings of artists who al.
leged fuvoritium In the hanging of
Pictures. 1f they saw thelr sct flop-

Ping, If the {gnorent publioc walked
MMMM T

W

| less

HIrom

of size. style, subject? Let the
hrst letier of the painter’'s family name
decide the guestion. Noble idea. So
e H.

What s the result? We ars privi-
leged to stroll along in front of neurly
two miles of paintings and sculptures |
thirty-seven different Blates of
uur own country, from all the other
countries on the civilized muap-from

(Lhe looks of the output some of them
Imay not be so civiliged ut that—and,
| Vet
I N'Yawic.
| tings
ftrenches done
;lrt'n-‘h does not sound like a particuy-

of all. from our own little old |
There ure even some palnt-
soldiers  In  the European
unde hell fire. A

by

OLD MAN GREENLAW'S WORD

By DAVID A. CURTIS.

e HEY 'm a heap o' things did

I what a man didn't ought fo'

to do 'thoughten he 'a fo'ced,”

raid old man Greenlaw as one who

yearns to express some lofty thought|

and will not be denled utterance. And |

he looked around deflantly as If some-

what prepared to learn that some one
would undertake the denial, But no.

The prevalling sentiment among
those who were sitting In his lttle
saloon In Arkansas City at the time
seemed to he wotinell. It was as If
they had striven so long and so unsuc-
ceasfully to resign themselvea to tha
monotonous inactivity of existence de-
vold of events that thers had come
upon them a certaln desperation that
made them whally Indifferent as to
what might happen If only something
should happen., Even to hear the old
man talle was better than the silence
to which they were so unreconciled,
Wherefore none protesied. and when
the old man perceived that no one
was likely to he went on |

“One on ‘em Is lyin', like T done anld
afo' ma' 'n oncet. A man what ‘Il tell
lies when they aln't no ‘caslon fo' It |
Is not only puttin® hils Immortal soul
i perdl but he ‘s takin® a chanst fool-
I“I"’.'l‘hev is some, o' co'se, what! takes
u cert'h amount o' 'njoyment into ll.l
bul they im alays llable fo' to be a
Kyind o' backfire into a le what 's
told 'thouten a moral puppose Into It,
an' backfre 'll bust any kyind of a
gun at the britch, But they ain't no
good d'scussin' llea no mo', 1 'a done
sild all they Is to ' be sald about 'em
a'ready.”

“Then 1 reckon mebbe wa uns won't
hear no mo' o' them Greenville poker
stories,” muttered Sam Pearsall with
an air of rellef.

But nobody pald any attention to
this excepting that the old man glared
at him rather malevolently as he con-

tinued

“What T had In mind mo' p'ticlar
was fghtin'. They 's done been a
hellova lot mo' fightin' did in these
parts 'a what they 's any call fo', an’
it meught 's well be onderstood now ‘s
any time what they 's gwine Lo be &

' starty’

| some,

! prepared with
| he looked at
angrily,

T A

A to Z

mrly ngreeable plave 1o set up a
studio, nor could the thunder of burst-
Ing shells and the sereum of shrapnel
ha caleulated to steady the hand and
glorify the vislon of the painter. But
art Is like 1) measles, "It chooses its
OWn time . g jace 1o preak out in &
rash. It = more than gunfire to

| drive it back,

“Speaking of guns, there In an nwful
lot of gunning to be done around this
town,” muttered the rank outsider, He
was lpoking at one of those secramhled
ed3Kg effects thar began by belng in a
prelaminary bout with a couple of
dozen cans of house pain' and never
finished the fracuas.

“That 15 w picture of a lady comhb-
ing her hoir in front of a mirror,” an-
nounced our guide. He looked awful
solemn, as befita one at the shrine of
the great unknown.

“1 thought It was an advertisement
for some dye house™ 1 wyentured,
“Would yvou mind tipping me off where
the lady s hiding herself?"

"Why, she's right there In front of
vou, That streak of purple is her
hair. ‘The orange triangle is one side
of her face and the lemon vellow cube
i® tha other"

“Ah-h' 1 breathed, stepping for-
ward and addressing the cubist gueen,

(romTRAYT )

1 dice,
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NAPOLEON at ST. HELENA
THE BREAKPAST of CLEOPATRA

“Comurade You have yellow jfaun-
1 too am suffering from the col-
orful compliuint. Shake." But the
lady only stured dowa at me haugh-
tly from her octagone! eyes of indigo
blue und peg green,

“You will notice every school & rep-
resented—classle, academic, cubist, fu-
turist, post-Impressionistic, vorticist,
&c.," eontinued our guide. “A cubist
I= hung along=ide of a classic and a
futurist rubs elbows with an academic,
The effect (s unusual. One might
even go so fur as to say it 1« weird "

“You can go further than that,” sald
the rank outsider. “Pardon me a mo-
ment."”

He took his stand before a study of
& child. The painting was called "Be-
hind the Trenches,” In the old-young
eyes wWas crystallized all the wonder,
the helplessness, the fright, the appeal,
the loneliness of youth snatched from
the warm sunshine of glad days into
the chill fog of fury and death. Hun-
ger, too, threw {ts gaunt vell over the
small figure. It was & face that
stamped itself in the mind and heart
to flit across the vision afterward at
odd and unexpected moments, Per-
haps the pulse of our present had
something to do with the lump in one's
throat, the desire 1o linger for just
another look, Heaven grant It may
never he so with our own!

A little further along, under B, 1
stumbled upon a surprise. The sur-
prise was nn less than two paintings
by Artist Modest Stein, the perpetra-
tor of the vory nifty drawings which
help tih muke thesa storles intelligible,
Yes, indeed. Mr. Stein has the sou)
of mn o nrtist, even If he has descended
to the ignobla trade of cartooning.

ar be |t from me to boast about the
partnership, bhut those paintings by
Mr. Btein are there, One of them |s
called “The Entrance to Arcady.” The
other is "Mopda" Arcady looks like
a swell place the way Mr, Stein ple-
tures [t. | wouldn’t mind going there
to spend the summer—hack to nature
and all that sort of thing 1 guess i1
must he a pretty swell place becaume
the artist is charging 1 000 hones just
for a look i,

The other palnting has the N F, 8
sign out, whirh heing translated means
“Not For Rale” | had nn idean car-
tonnists were such rich guys. | wish

I hiad taken ta drawing instead of the
wypewriter, If my partner gets §1.000
4 throw for belng an artist when we
| know he ls a4 cartoonist at heart, why
can't 1 stop being a writer and be-
come 4 Journulist? ‘There must be
more ways than one of getting away
with murder.

"Step hack this way,"” suggested our
guide, "I want to show you an origl-
nul jdea of a lady taking a bath.”

We tollowed, not without some trep-
ldatlon, "tis true. These artistic souls
live In a rarefled atmosphere that
rather dulls the keen edge of thelr sen-
sibilities so far as frankness and the
human form divine are concerned.
They look upon a aplendidly executed
nude as the eplcurean would regard a
| finely finished caviar =alad. The souls
of the mundane herd are not attuned
htn this high disregard of the flesh,
The subject sounded n hit dangerous

Signa of rellsf or disappointment,
depending upon whether or not you
“njoy & slight shock now and again.
| The lady taking her bath was nothing
more than a collection of stralght lines
and smudges resembling thes conven-
tionil drawings of blocks with ahad-
'ows you used to put in your drawing
ook when you were In the primary
grade at school. She too was a cubist
or A futurist or a poat-impressioniat or
one of those queer creatures the artist
tries to kid you into belleving are in
the plicture

Hut this i not all. ‘The real punch
in the bath lady picture |8 vet ta come,
Nalled near the centre of the creation,
presumably in the wire soap box hiung
over the side of the (uh, wax g piece of
real soap, oval, bathroom size.  Cun-
ning little notion, is It nat? 8o differ-
et What could be loveller, what
mora effectiva than a Louts XVI
Uruwing room, dainty (n gilt and bro-
vade, with tha bath soap treasure hung
consplcuously in one of the panellings
as becomes a great masterplece”

The author of this stunning plece of
portraiture s a woman. And still
they suy woman I= 4 viglonary, When
have Industry and art heen sn charm-
ingly combined as in this tubbing
| episode” transferred to and immaortyl-
|ized on canvas? Could anything he
i more lovely than a modern Venus rls-
Ing from the delicite blue green watera
of & porcelain bathtub? Could any-

l

thing be more practical than & cake of
Blank's msoap, probably sandalwood?
And to think we once mooned over
scenes of lovera trvsting In rose am-
lowered garndens or mother rocking
tousiehead to sleep in front of the fire-
place!  Stufll and nonsense,

“] want vou to sea one of our unlque
exhibits,” broke In the gulde, shoolng
us away from thls bathroom fantasy,
“1t I8 really worth studying, especially
the name. The artist calls it *Tulipa
Hysteria Cuordinating,” He eays it
wis (nsplred by n bed of tullps at the
flower show which was held here re-
cently.”

“Any ons who can think up a name
like thiat ought to be put on exhibition
along with the painting,” declared the
rank outsider. “You don’t happen to
know what it Is all about, do you?"

For the first time the P. I was not
on dot with an answer. He corrugated
his hrow and nushed back his hair and
acted generally like a man backed in
a corner with no exits. That shows
how good the artist is at tying up the
English language io a knot. If he can
#top o I Iy, his dbust belong= In ths
hall of fame.

“let me see e has some expiana-
tion for it stuttered tha trapped oni

He sav= tulips can have hysteria the
siume as human beings.  These tulips
he siw at the flower show were having
hysteria in the very worst way, throw-
ing & regular Nt in fact”

o fur so good,

“And how about the coordinating?
Where does that come In?" perslsted
the rank out=iler
“I didn’t guite get that,” admitted
D., beads of perspiration decorating
s troubled Yrow, “He didn't seem to
e exnetly clear oan it himself. 1 gucrs
Be put the coordinating in to make It

r

| more intrieate ™

No doubt about ft Those wers the
most hysterieal tulips | ever saw !n
my life. So hvsterical were they that
every vestige of resemblance to their
former symimetrical selves had been

S OF PEACE NEARLY PROVOI

‘Trouble Is Averted by the Arrival of a Stranger Who Imagines a Bluff

Could Win in an Arkansas City Poker Game

"Oh, shucks'"” exclalmed Joe Buutt.]
making no attempt to hide his dls-
approval, “Fightin' comea nachul to |
They ‘d ought fo' to be mo'|
on It dld, ‘natead o' less. Th' aln't no
kyind o8 exercise ek'l to It. Keeps
the blaod eire’latin''™

“Thut's one o' the princip'l 'hiec-
tions to i1, maid the old man calmly.
“I'm the one what has to clean up
the place."

Not being prepared with any reply |
ta this which seemed ut all adequate,
Mr. Bassett did not undertake a dis-
cusdion of the point he had ralsed.
He did, however, declare with some
show of truculence that he would be |
doggened If anybody was gwine to
n'vent him 'm Aghtin' If at any time |
whatsoever ho felt 8o inclined. |

To this the old man lstened some- |
what uneaslly, but he was also un-
a retort. Wlu-rpforei
Mr. Bawmsett somewhat |
eplbeit with a doubtful ex- |
pression, for a moment. Then he
glanced ut his bungstarter and amiled |
a slow, confident amile, of which Mr. |
Bassett affected to take no notice, |

Mr, Jim Blaisdell, however, as It |
happened, was also among those pres- |
ent at the time In the old man's saloon |
In  Arkensas City, and he, having
roused himself, partially at least, from
the lethargie condition in which the
entire company had been before the
ald man spoke, seemed disinclined to
allow the conversation to dle away,

“What kyind o' circumstants would
yo' all reckon fo' to be s'ficient fo' to
make a fight?’ he asked of the old
man languldly.

“Well, o' co'se,”” was the rather hesl-
tant answer, “If & man 's fo'ced he 's
fo'ced, an' th' ain't no mo' to be sald.
If anybody calls him outen his name
or otherwise ‘tempts to timify him he
‘s just nachully 'blesged to Aight.

“He wouldn't bs no man If he didn't,
Bim'lar, if be 's ‘cused o' cheatin' Into
the game ,he 's got to d'fend hisself,
I wouldn't go so far 's to pitk on him
fo' doin' o' it. But they ‘s cheaper
ways o'n be did fo' to mettle other
Kyinds o' difficultiss. :

“I was readin’ into some newspaper

I sh'd say It d'pended c'nald’'able on
the e'munity.

“They ia strangers ocomsa along 'm
time to time what ‘s wuth that much
to we uns, but it 's mo’ 'n they av'rage,
an' when It comes to the citizens of
Arkansas ity I'd like monstrous
well fo' to buy 'em up fo' what they
I8 reely wuth an’ sell ‘em for $1,000,
1 reckon | e'd live rlch an’ respectable
fo' & hellova while,

“But that ain't neither hyar nor
thar, P'Int is what every man has his
price, as the Good Book says. an'
mebbe $1.000 is somepin’ like th' av'r-
age even if It does seem kyvind o high.
Now if a man {8 reely wuth that much
th' ain’t no sense fightin® with him an'
runnin’ no such risk o' ap'ilin® of hin,
That 's what the lnwvers calls plitle']
economy, an’ It "s nleh "hout "¢ good 'y
any other kyind."

YEeonomy ‘s one way,” oliserved Mr
Blaisdell thoughtfully, “hut “tain't no
wood Into a poker game, They was a
Scotchman come Lo our parish in Loo-

slanny when I was a boy an' bought |

some land an' a few niggers an' mules
fo' w sarter, an' he gol rich that-
Away.

“Sold everythin' he rose on 1 place
an' what he couldn't sell he fed to the
mules. What the mules, wouldn't
eat he done glve to the niggers an’
what waa left, a'ter that he rose his
fambly onto. He didn't never raise no
gret of a fambly, but he aho' got rich

“Then along come the wah, an'
when that was over he wa'n't no het-
ter off 'n them what et proper ‘s
long 's they done had It.s

“Bame wuy with poker. 1 don't
want nothin' betler 'n to set In with
a2 man what nusses his chips like he
didn't never 'xpect fo' to git no mo'
'Pears llke & man what won't fight fo'
fear o' sp'llin' somebody what 's mehbe
wuth $1,000, an’ mebbe he ain't, Is the
same kyind of & animile, Don't make
no diff'rence to me how big t'other
man's wad (s, 1 al'ays playa my own
hand irregyardieas.”

“This hyar argyment ‘psars to he
gittin' some technical” asald Jake
Winterbottom, who had latened to It
disapprovingly thus far, evidently
having convictions of his own which
he now felt called upon to volce.
“Flitic"! sconomy nor no other kyind
aln't got nothin' to do with a fight.

"Don't make no d@iif'rence to me how

much a man ‘s wuth {f 1 get into a
rookus. Them what hns the moat In
sometimes the most quar'lzome, hut
that aln't no reason fo' nohody to git
higglty, 'n' I don't p'pose fo' to he
domineered onts "long o' nabady havin'
no mo' money 'n I've got'"

U'p to this point Mr. Winterbottom
spoke with a deflant manner, but now
he changed, and turning 1o Blaisdell
he =aid

i Yo' all 43 all wrong too ‘bout play-

it a0’ hand into a poker game (rre-
gyardless o what ‘tother man ‘s got.
I ain’t settin® myself up to e no

better pluver 'n yo' he when it comes
to the deal, but any muan what plavs
His hand a'ter he s done got 1t 'thouten
regyard ta what "tather man holds ain't

o keind o' o plaver, an’ that goes
even I tis var o all
His defiunt msnner had  returned

wnd Mo Blabsde il bristied

Muebibse v 0" nll ¢'n lewrn me somepin’
bout poker an’ mebbe ya' can't.'” he
gud with an open sneer, “bat 1 reckon

v T have Lo learn vl ownself o'n-
Ji'able mo’ ‘n Vo' Knows now first off
A'ter that ‘s did vo' wll mought seot
in sometime when I'm playin' an® 11
shuw yo' how to play "™’

At thts moment the Dove of Ponoe
dopped off her perelh abwove the bar and
Huttered uncertainly toward the open
doorway. Seemingly loath to leave the
place. however, she paused on the sill
and cast an appealing glance at the old
mun, to which he responded nohly

Seining his bungstarter, he swung It
arouid his head two or three times gl
then brought 1t down on the bur with
it forvible thwack, at the same time
shouting "Yoo' ‘una ‘Il come to order
Imme jit.

“Lodone sald afn" he continued as
the others looked at him In some ns=-
tonishment, “what they Is & new houss
rule ag'in' fightin' onto thexe premises
an' that kyind o' e'nversation Is 1i'hle
fo' to lead up to {t. Consgequent th'
aln't none on It gwine to be did, not
‘s long 's I hus my stren’th an’
bungstarter, C'mputin’ one another's
p'fesslonal standin’ 's out o' reason”

“Ho' " exclalmed Bassett aneeringly,
saying no more but looking a lot, and
Sam Pearsall spoke next.

“Them little boys betler h'have or
teacher ‘Il lick "em,"” he said derisively,
and Blalsdsll and Winterbottom
writhed,

b

-

|

| ot the saloosn,

Before elther of them could express
himself, howevar, the ¢ld man crush-
Inegly exclaimed, “"Ev'rybody ‘s gwine
to W'have higself {n my place ‘thouten
he wants his hald busted.”

"Ho agalin, one't mo'," sald Joes Bas-

sett, bursting forth in raucous cachin-
nation, and the Dove of Peace flung
N ook of despadr upsard, spreading |

her wings for fight. Pausing, how-
over. as slie sAW A stranger appreach,
she went hack to hier perch

The <tranger apparently dld not see

Her. but as he entered the saloon say-
g “Lets: lHgnor™ inon casual way he
condd not very well avoid notieing the
fuct that considerable hostility woas |
Iving arvvound loose, ar belng n man
wlig evidently was ven to talking
without ¢ommen prudence he sald,

after drinks hind Leen tuken:
Yo pears to be pome et up,

L=

Peirs ke they ain't no friendlyv feelin’
bt thausted fiueh,”

“Feelin's s nlavs friendly In my
phivce” sl the old man, implying o
rebike by hils tune. 1 don't never
Tow no other kyind, bein® ‘s ft ‘s
bad fo' business,  They war o plint
revse c'neernin' the hest way o' playin’

Hand ot a poser game, an’ they
Wilts o dacussion, bur twant no-
war s onfriend)s

UMetie ot sald  the  stronger
dimbrfalls, “bul 1t kyind o lonked that
AW Henrs ke 1t must a' heen
some gqueer of a d'scussion, thaugh
1 never knowed they was on'y one
way fo' to play yo' hand ‘thouten sy’
Toa= v down, I vo' plava 1L vo' ploys
itoan® that ‘s all they 1s to 10"

Yol all ‘pears to onderstand tle
game talable well” said the old man

wdmiringly

“"Well, | wauldnt go so fur 's to say
that " replled the stranger with a
show of modesty. Y1 reckon melibe th'
ain't nohody reely onderstands it bt
1 don't never pass up no chinet
setrin® In if they 's & game on "

“They 's pl'ays g gama on,” sald the

njold man, heading the procession {1wat

started fmmediately for the hack room
Placing cards on the
table, s snld chips and retived tao the
bk agaln

The Liome constituency In ths game
thut  was  quickly  stacted s=peedily
found reason 1o believe that the stran-
Rer'a modesty was assumed, for he
gave every Indloation of understanding

11
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DEPENDENT ART
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lost  mod  thiey  WwWepe  merely lul"ld‘I
aplotches of eolor running wild all!
oy et the canvas, |
“You know tlese cublsta do mnot
paint n thing the way they see IL |
Thewy palnt It the way thev feal It. |
There 18 no attempt to follow form. |
Thew fust feel the subject, then 1hr-yi
transter their feelings to canvas." |
Onr gulde paused for effect. |
“If mome of them felt as bad as they
must have felt to paint those Welsh
rabblt dreams I hope they went to a
good surgeon and had the cause of the
digorder amputated
A withering loukh siruck the out-
elider squara in the eyes. One of the
cublsts was lurking in the background |
walllng for crumbs of encouragement
from old Gen, Public, He shrugged his
shoulders, He registered
contempt, Cattle'  What know they
of the emotions shaking the soul of n
great cubist as he daubs his brush |
recklessly over the canvas? What
know they of the gibbering joy of com- |
pleta almndonment, the gleeful knowl-
edze that the secret of thelr picture is
locked 1 thelr awn heart wheres the
vulganr mnba will never find it* They
should worry what {t is &1l about,
Their business ls to buy
e far izure and not hother the
with silly questlons.

these 1y s,
LR T
nriist

There wits another pretty lttle con- |

cedt 1 mus: mention In passing.  This

was o beuutiful voung lady clad en-
tirely moa dinmond ring, And when 1
sy diumond ring 1 mean diamond

ring. Thers was no nonsenss about
efther the ring or the diamond. They
wern the resl gold and glitter, placed
pleturesguely on the voung 1ady's per-
fectly molded mitt,  All attempta to
hite the sparkler from 1te setting have
been frustrated by special guards ap-
pointed to watch
Juewe =

Most of the chutter hias been abou!
tha laughs along the two
caur=e, Perhinps vou have giessed the
reason—safety first, To go into thi

CE STRIFE
at lsast the fundamental principles of
poker as it was plaved at that place.

Hea was warily watchful af the deal
primarily, and cheerfully lald down A
corking good hand which Mr. Bialadell
gave lilm early in the game, though
he bet fearlessly on lesa promising
cards thit came to him when Hassett
hnndled the deck. Moreover, he con-
tinued to hst on them (n the face of a
crossfire that was set up by Winter-
fottom and Pearsall, and belng Tucky
In the draw netted a handsome profit
from the resultant pot

It was evident enongh that ordinary
thctivs would not ba Hkely ta avall
mineh agninst &0 hold &£ man who was
at the same time so cautious, and the
honge plavers sottied themselves down
to Wateh for an opportunity to swat
hing heavily

This did not {imm
sourased by his

tely comm -
the stranger

A
SULCHSE
continued eouraceous!y and added se-

|eral smnaller sums fo his winnings
| whiles tha others waited patlently for

| the psy hologlen] moment,
When that arvived, however, only
one aun ot the tabla perceived It

a1l b dealt the cards and Win-
torbottogm ml opencd the Jackpot
which had been mude on the preceding

dval,  The stranger sat next and
prornptly ralsed 1. Blatsdell and Has-
Bttt Lathy stond the raike but went no
further and Pearsall lutd down hils
s

Then Winterbottom, looking keenly
it the wirunger, ralsed him, and the
stronger with a confident alr went
baek ut him with a still larger ralse
It mewetned useless to undertake A see-

suw  against him and the other two
plakd down, though Miaisdell, as He
afterward confessed, had threa tens
ol

Then Winterhsttom stulled for a
liaangy Uitne ut finally closed the paot,
in whitch there wias now somae §i00
| thalling for threo eards, hia threw in

nowhite chip without looking at them
The natural presumption was that he
hid aipened on aces,

The strancer smiled. stond pat and
Hoved  Hiv entlre wad in the pot,
whereupon Winterhottom, stil leaving
Hig draw on the table face down, said
| audetiy, U1 call vo' DU Aud hs cove
ered the het

"Yo win" =ald the stranger. Armop-
Iping Nis hand, and  Winterbattom.
slinwitg & poir of facks, raked (n the
maney

“1 tales off

my hat te wvo', Tnke
sabd Blaladell 1 reekon T can't learn
sof all nothin’,  That was nigh bout

JAPANESE CAVALRY GATHERING
DAFFODILS AT SUNRISE

I'more serious strain would be to vem-

over the !‘ll:-?'.!l*tn[

mila enlor!

ture among the quicksands of utter
Ignorance. Thera (s a wilderness of
real things, of things worth while, ef
things that strengthen your belief in
contemporary art, of things that make
you know there is love of the fine in

, life, {deallsm, something beyond the

mere grubbing of money, gold gresd.

At the risk of tweing hoosd or
bravoed T must tell of my own cheler
for winners in the entry, though there
fa to b no oMeial ehoice either for
honoras or awards, which 18 an It should
ba, It |18 a group of threa Indians,
thelr ponies huddled on the top of &
hill, the dun mist of the plains behind
them. The whole offect i subdued,
far off. Htand awsy and watch In-
tently for a while and vou can see the
featlers ripple oy the warriors' war
bonnets. The fir<t Americans,

Second comes a fleld with the corn
In the sliock and nice fat, ripe pump-
kins clambering puer the warm brown
earth, In harkground trees. A
regular autumn fleld. You have sean
hundreds of them when vou have bean
riding through the country. Why plck
this stmple little pastoral? Because

supreme | [ come from the farm lands and I love

pumpkin pie. 8hades of art!
According to the dope sheet of the
P. D, thrust upon me in an unguarded
moment, those present at the dress re-
hearsal of the gigantie production were
Mayor Mitehel, the directors of the
sociely and “several hundred emipent
artists, prominent peopla and
others” speclally jrvited for this pers
formance
The eminent artista and prominent
| snciety peopla were eastly discernible
| by reason of a preoceupled, even de-
tarhed alr on the part of the one and
the smart eviilng togs and glittering
jlewsls of tlis other FEminent artistsy
annot afford ta be wulking ton closa
to the carth. They must bs up there
nothe ambient air weeing vislons and
driaming dreams. They must answer

LT Y

nomonesyllubles, tilk in parables, and
not Le overimmaciainte ms to nttire,
Sovlety follk must teeds leave what-

jever trivelities they are following and
ook i for & moment on the estheties,
lend the prestize of thelr presence and
Ay bn 0N & chisck or tWo (o encours
| age poor strugsling art
Bur the “und others.”
foanme gt

wihere do thev
ol answers not, unless
[ they were those odd specimens of hu-

mManly one alwavs seen fringing the
skirts of culture. ine of them, n
sWeel young thing with a kind of

bridey ook and the ynmistakable ear-
miriks of the suburbanite, was tralling
A pudiey and upparently reluctant hus-
bind up and down the gallerias.

"Charles” slie gurgled, *Oh, Chartes,
let’n see If we can find a gort of a
bluish pleture T think blua would
look an nice agalnst that rose paper in
the parlor. Or & vellow one, kind of a
enld color, that might do. T don't like
pletures of girls or men or peaple.
I'd rather have one with the (171
aplashing against the rocks - you
Know, acenery " -

An acolyte cverheard the chatter to
Clinrles and groaned

As the evening wore on the number
of dour visaged men dragged hither
and thither by excltad women who
Imagine they feel tha Great Urge and
mist go In for art and temperament
steadily Increased. Thess unfortunate
Victime could be sighted at a distance,
pulting nt the leash and watching fur-
tively & chinee to make a dash for the
nearest coallng mtation.

There was a hrave showing of soft
collara  In  warying materials and
shades, most of them bullt low around
the neck to give free action to the
Adnm's apple und show to advantage
tho very neglizee ties. Assorted, halr-
culs and barberings were In evidancs,
the former running to tha looss, flow-
Ing atyle and the latter to luxuriant
growths about the eldn and neck.
laurrings swung low to the shoulders
and ware done in hensy golds, jades,
lapis lezull and materialn favored by
the  late Cleopatrs, Velvel  artist s
cups and cropped Malr wers frequently
combined by the Warhington Squars
LA

Thken all In all, the affair was &
smnshing blg siuceess and continues so
to hao AMrs Harry Payvna Whitney,
whose Titunte Memorial |15 one of the

stor - attractions of the exhibition,
Heads the receptlon committes with
Mus, Thllip Lydig, Miss Katheriie
Direter, Mixs Flslo de Waolfe and Miss

Elisabeth Marbury assisting

Ambong the artlsts who illuminate
the pince with thelr presence arve
Walter Convad Avenshere, George Bal-
lows, lamer Boss, John Covert, Miss
ISt Direter, Marcel Duchamp,
Miss Hemina A, Farrelly, Arnold Frieds
mian, Willlam J. Glackens, Hav (ireene
leaf, Rockwell Went, Joln Marin, Wals

ter uch, Charles Trendercust. Maurice
Prendersust, Man 1L M) Mare (%
Rogers. Morton L, =onammiwers, Jisoph
Stelty and Ma Sterne. all ofleers
and Alrectnes f o1l Noeieia Iivelps
menddent A Pioesides 1 hese o ivpyvs
By whn i body tn the voulm of
art drops In o hrowse alioi Well

the hest play 1 ever seen.”

worth hirowsing,
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